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of the strait and the darkened plain where these events
had happened, I could hear singing and the sound of
sacred dances, rising from the fortified hill beyond.
The people of Troy were rejoicing in happy relief
from their prolonged and daily anxiety and loss.
Peace had come at last, and the hosts of Greek armies
had departed in their ships. Now all could go to rest
in the joyful security that we know when trumpets
sound the armistice. In the quiet homes, husbands
hung upon the walls their swords and spears since
there would be no use for them again for ever, and
all sank peacefully to sleep, husbands lying with
wives, and the children sleeping within reach.

But then indeed arose a tumult of shouting and
battle-cries and the dull thud of swords striking upon
bare flesh. Men who had stood the ten years' siege
fell in blood beside their beds, their bodies pierced,
their limbs hewn off by Greeks who gave no quarter.
Wives, mothers, and girls ran naked and shrieking
down every familiar lane, not knowing where to turn.
Bloodstained and lustful men rushed after them or
sprang from every corner. Refuge in the temples was
no help. From the very altars they were dragged by
the hair for ravishment or death. Upon the roof
where Hector's wife used to carry their little boy to
visit the old King, in the palace, Greek soldiers now
stormed, waving their spears in triumph and shouting
victory. At the consecrated altar of the highest
temple a noble Greek took the old King himself by the
hair, plunged his sword up to the hilt into his side,
and cut off the royal head. The night was given up
to massacre and lust, and the hearts of Heaven's
Queen and the Virgin of Athens were sated with a
triumph long deferred.

Slowly the night of death and terror passed,, and the
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